Imagery of the Beggar on Horseback

Horseback. Our acquaintance is their King or chief; the only one
who, by common consent, is allowed to ride upon a white horse.
The dismounting of this ragged regiment is nothing less than a
curious optical experience. If the horsemen, be they Monghols or
Kirghiz, Cossacks of the steppes, or Gauchos of the pampas, have
become one with their horses, so that they would seem to have
become inseparable and a part of one another, we have in this in-
stance the actual opposite of that, when the riders become dis-
integrated from their steeds and take on another individuality, are
transmuted to the ordinary beggars of the streets. And we
wonder, the more, at their late eminence as knights or cavaliers.

It may be significant that the scene is Buenos Ay res. This city of
two million souls knew its first prosperity from the ranches. A
Beggar on Horseback Is Its urban ghost, the sentinel upon Its
cinemas and trams. In this spirit we could find golden armour in a
tomb above the Rand. The Pharaohs, who have lain in their valley
at Luxor for thirty centuries, are moved to a museum in Cairo,
built as a pasha's mausoleum, and there they will stay for a few
years more until the building catches fire from an hotel or a chain
store, and is burnt down In a night. Al Capone's brothels stood
where the wigwams of the Indians were pitched. The skeleton
of a rhinoceros is dug up in the Strand. A dinosaur's meat is
cooked and eaten at a banquet of scientists in St. Petersburg. The
lacquey's dresses from the Winter Palace, of the reign of the
Empress Catherine, are sold to a cinema company, and are not
made use of. Golden coaches ride In lakeside carnivals. There can
be free elections while liberty burns out. The sunken submarine
washes with the herd of whales, where they feed upon the shallow
bottom. It slides, helpless, and sways from side to side, and there
are knockings from within the metal hull: tap., tap, down at one
end, like the tappings of a blind man's stick. Who knows if It be
the rattling of bones: or the opening of the lockers: the empty
chairs of the messroorn crossing the metal floor: the falling of
photographs and books: In the airtight and watertight prison
where no light enters. There Is only the passing of black leviathan
above it, and time has gone out of that world. It is sealed up In a
tin. The birds of war faU from the air In flames. There is a petrol
filling-station a few yards from the megalithic temple. The lawns
of sand are strewn with paper and old tins, where the trippets
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